INTRODUCTION
BY RICHARD GARNETT
Few writers whose works have been accepted by their own countrymen as classics have failed to obtain like recognition from critics of other nations. Especially is this true of British and American authors. Broad as it is, the Atlantic has never been a dividing line in separating the poets, novelists and historians of the two countries, whose productions all are merged in the one expressive phrase of English literature. And yet there have been rare exceptions. For some unex-plainable reason Thomas Love Peacock is one of these. Not that his claims have ever been rejected by American readers and critics, but that they have never been duly and properly presented.
His contemporaries such as Lamb, Coleridge, Landor, Hazlitt, Leigh Hunt, and DeQuincey long ago found full recognition, but Peacock remains almost unknown in America save as the friend of Shelley. This is by no means surprising. No writer could be less influenced
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